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Ms. Nola 


Author's Notes: 
Tommy's POV-chapter credit brandy8I4I 


| walked the dark streets of New Orleans, keeping my head down but remaining alert to my surroundings. Even 
for a sick fuck like me some parts of this city could make the hair on the back of my neck stand straight up 
just like it was right now. The alleys were deserted from what | could see, but the that was only what the 
light could touch. There were more shadows then lighted areas and | could hear the rustling and noises coming 
from the shadows. | kept my head down and kept my pace quick as | navigated to the destination | had been 


given. 


| came upon a dimly lit area full of run down buildings, surrounded by an eerie silence. | noticed the tall, 
muscular man dressed all in black standing a little to suspiciously outside of one the buildings, which | realized 
was my destination. | pulled my sunglasses out of my pocket, putting them on and approached the huge guy 
who moved nothing but his eyes down to look at me. | kept my hands hidden inside my hoodie, one hand 
wrapped firmly around the grip of the small pistol just in case this meeting turned out to be a set up of some 


sort. That's something | always kept in the back of my mind doing the kind of work that | did and not knowing 


who | was dealing with. 
"Can | help you?" The guy asked, sounding like this was the last thing he wanted to be doing tonight. 
"l'm supposed to be here for midnight" 


"You have a name, shrimp?" 


"Yep, but you don't need to know that. | was given a number for tonight" 
"And what number is that?" He asked. 
"l-2-l-l-1-9-5-8" 


His eyes moved up and down my body a couple of times, spending more time on my hidden hands then 
anywhere else. Without warning he suddenly moved and reached for me, causing me to almost pull the gun 


from my hoodie, but | jumped back out of his reach instead. 


"| wouldn't fucking do that if | were you, homie. | have a gun, yes, but it will not leave my body. l'm here for 
business and business only and as long as that's all | was called here for, then the gun will remain in my 
pocket. If that's a problem then I'm on my way back to the airport right now and you can let Ms. Nola know 
why we were not able to conduct business here tonight." | said sternly. 


The door behind where the man had been standing opened quietly and a tall, slim, ghostly looking woman 
appeared in the doorway looking like a shadow of death. | didn't moved as | waited to see what was going to 
happen. 


"Are you Mr. Lee?" She asked. 
"lam." 
"You can follow me." 


| did as | was told, glaring at the huge guy as | walked by him and into the run down building which was 
completely deceiving from the outside. The inside looked like that of a well off family, but most people that | 
dealt with were well off. You didn't do what | did for a living for nothing. | was led into a room that had been 
turned into an office and the girl who | was assuming was Ms. Nola, motioned for me to sit down in one of the 
leather chairs on the other side of her desk. She sat down and pulled some papers and pictures out of an 


envelope, spreading them out before me. 


"Nikki Sixx. He's an up and coming musician in Los Angeles trying to pull a band together because he thinks he 


can actually go somewhere with his music." She said. 


"So what's your issue with him then?" 


"He promised me money and all the drugs | could want, but he has no money so therefore he can't supply me 
with all of the drugs | want. Not only that but he slept with me and then | caught him with another girl. I'm 


not that kind of woman, Mr. Lee. When people tell me things the need to mean it and deliver on their promises." 


"So you want him dead for that? That's the world we live in today, lady." What the fuck did she think life was, 


a disney movie? 


"| didn't ask your opinion of the situation, Mr. Lee. If you don't want to do the job then | can very easily find 


someone else." 


| shrugged. "| don't get involved in my client's personal lives. This guy is nothing to me and | wouldn't have 
flown out here if | didn't want to do the job. Just seems like an awful lot of money to spend to have him killed 
for something so small, but like | said, I'm only here to do the dirty work" 


"Good. It will be money well spent. He hangs out on Sunset Strip a lot. You can find him in any of the bars 
there. I'll give you two months and | want you to make his last weeks on this earth a living hell in any way 


that you can. Torture him, beat him, make him suffer. Can you do that?" 
"| didn't get my reputation by failing, lady. He will be dead in a month." 


"Wonderful. Thank you, Mr. Lee. I'll be in contact with the number you provided. Take these papers and pictures 


with you. | look forward to hearing from you soon" 


She held her hand out for me to shake, but | simply gave her a small smirk before walking away. | tucked the 
envelope safely inside of my zipped up hoodie and made my way back to the dark streets of the Crescent City. 
| went ahead and went back to the airport to catchy my 5 am. flight back to California, and | found a quiet 
corner to sit in until time to board my flight. | looked through the pictures and papers | had been given, looking 
up every now and then to make sure | wasn't being watched. | stared at the pictures of the wild haired man in 
them, some of them he had no idea were taken and in others he was smiling. | had a good mental image of him 
burned into my memory now and | was going to start looking for him as soon as | landed back in Cali. | tucked 


the envelope away again and pulled my hood down over my eyes, figuring | should get a nap in while | could. 


You're Out of the Band 


Author's Notes: 
Nikki's POV- chapter credit to Monsterzebrabbbl! 


"You're out of the band" 


| stood before the three guys | thought I'd go to the top with, hearing the five words | never wanted to hear. 
| felt betrayed and embarrassed. | didn't understand why they were doing this to me. They know this is all | 
have! They all know I'll be out on my own if they leave mel 


"What?" | choked out. 

"Yeah that's right! We don't need you here! You fucked like half of our girlfriends, drink all the beer and you 
can hardly play bass. If | were you I'd start looking for another career choice." The guitarist says in his snobby 
voice. | wasn't gonna take this. 

"Well fuck you and your shitty band! | don't need you guys! The chicks you guys get are all fucking ugly 
anyway!" | shouted and started throwing my bass into its case. They were all laughing as | shoved all my 
belongings into a small bag. It's not like | had a lot of stuff, the shitty apartment we lived in was basically all 
trash. 

| stparked out before anything else was really said. Now all the sudden I'm fucking homeless, band-less and 
girlfriend-less. Life sucks. | needed to find somewhere to keep my guitar. | couldn't carry it around, itd get 


stolen! | walked down the sunset strip, trying not to look as stressed as | really am. | kept my eyes forward 
and walked. | passed by a bar and seconds later Robbin Crosby came running outside. He probably saw me in 


the window. 

"Nikki!" He shouted. 

| turn around and force a smirk. "Whats up?" 

He walked toward me with a amused look. "What's up with you? You playin a show?" He gestured to my bass. 
"Uh, no.. | actually just quit the band | was in. Fucking posers. 

He raised a brow. "Wanna come drink?" 

| can't. | have no money right now and | don't want my bass to get stolen" 


He crossed his arms. "Why are you carrying it around if you aren't on your way to rehearsal or a show?" 


"Because I'm fucking homeless right now!" | say and roll my eyes. 

"Shit! Do you want to crash at my place a couple nights?" 

| narrowed my eyes. "You wouldn't do that.” 

He chuckled. "Yeah | would." 

"Well who are you living with and where?" | ask. 

"Uh with my girlfriend. Its actually a small house right up the street." 

"Wait are you serious?" 

He shrugged. "Yeah. You are one of my favorite musicians who hangs around here." 

| was smiling on the inside when he referred to me as a musician. "Thank you so much." 


"Yeah anytime! Lets drop your bass off at my place and steal some of my girlfriends money so we can drink 


all night here." He points to the bar behind him. 


| agreed. Soon enough we were cracking jokes about woman as we walked down the street. | need to get a new 


band together. 


Surveilance 


Author's Notes: 
Tommy's POV-brandy8!4I 


| walked down the streets of Los Angeles, keeping my eye peeled for this guy. My mind drifted as | walked, 
thinking how it was a little fucked up that he was going to be tortured and killed just because he had cheated 
on the wrong girl, but | didn't question anyone. | got contacted to do a job and | carried that job out and moved 
on with my life. There was no getting attached or friendly with people in my line of work 


| stopped seeing a group of men standing on the corner, in the shadows of an alley way, swapping money and 
more than likely drugs. One of them had wild hair like the guy in the pictures | had been given, but | couldn't 
see his face just yet, so | casually paced back and forth waiting to see if it was him or not. He finally turned 


around and | realized that it was indeed him. 


| followed him through the streets, watching him stumble around after he had stopped to shoot up. | hid out 
by a nearby building as he went into a convenience store and came back out quickly with a six pack of beer 
hidden under his hoodie. | shook my head as | continued to follow him wondering how in the hell a girl like Ms. 
Nola had ever gotten mixed up with some idiot like this. He had to have had a nice dick because other than 
some pretty decent looks, that seemed to be all he could have going for him. 


| followed him until he stumbled up the driveway to a house and disappeared inside sometime way after dark. | 
made a mental note of the address and also that there were other people present at the house. | returned 
back to my beachfront house and developed some pictures that | had managed to snap throughout the day. | 
watched as they came into focus and the more | stared at the pictures, the more | couldn't quit staring at 


them. What the hell was this all about? 


| trailed this man called Nikki Sixx for a few more days, but it was the same routine every day it seemed. He 
would meet the same group of people on the same corner and then stumble on with the rest of his day. There 
were a few times that he had another guy with him and they would disappear into a bar for a few hours and 
come out piss ass drunk A time or two he disappeared through back doors into buildings with some girls and 
came out with his hair messier than before. This guy seemed to lead a boring and pointless life. 


Once | was comfortable with his daily routines, | started trying to get closer to him and listen to some of the 
conversations he was having. | slipped into a bar behind him one night and took a seat beside him at the bar 
and listened as he talked to the bartender about his plans to start up a band. He had big plans for this band 
and he wanted a group of guys that was just as determined to make it to the top as he was. | couldn't help 
but chuckle to myself listening to him make all of these big plans and know that they were going to go no 
where. | overheard the bartender telling him that another local bar was having a musician show case 


tomorrow night that he should check out to see if anyone suited him. | contemplated for a minute and decided 


that | would go and enter the showcase to see if | could get through to him by playing my drums and if not, 
well, | loved playing my drums so it wouldn't be a loss. | decided this would be my starting point. 


The next night | found myself at the bar putting on the show case and just as | had hoped, Nikki showed up 
and took a seat close to the stage. | was set to go on about halfway through so | kept my distance and 
watched all of these other wannabe musicians put themselves out there. Some were okay but most sucked 
ass. | was thankful when it was finally my turn and | could actually play and show some of these idiots how to 
play the drums. 


| glanced down at Nikki a couple of times during my set and found him staring at me every time our eyes met. 
The hair on the back of my neck stood up and | wasn't sure if it was because he was staring at me or 
because | was giving this drum kit hell. | finished my two minutes of playing and came down off the stage to a 
few more cheers than anyone else had received. | grabbed a beer and took my seat at the back of the bar 
again, noticing that he kept looking back at me every so often. | smiled to myself as | sipped on my beer. This 
job was going to be easier than | thought it would be. 


First Meeting 


Author's Notes: 
Nikki's POV-chapter credit to Monsterzebrabbb! 


The last couple days of my life have been boring and dull. All | do is borrow money from Robbin and buy drugs 
and alcohol, then go give some to Robbin then we party. That's basically how my entire day is! Everyone 
around me is telling me to go to some music show case to try and find some bandmates. They are all probably 


tired of hearing me complain about having no life. 


| tried not to be to high or to drunk for the showcase. | wanted to evaluate each and every musicain. | was 
sure to be toward the front. My hair was extra teased, | had eye liner and lipstick on, | probably looked so 


cool. 


About ten minutes into watching different musicians play, | was a thing but amused. No one was striking my 


attention | needed a kick ass band! Not a band full of a bunch of petty musicians who only play pop music. 


A little later | was contemplating leaving and getting wasted. But then.. He walked up there.. Mother of god he 
was gorgeous! | felt like some teenage girl front row at a Van Halen concert. If he could make me feel this way 
and he hasn't even played yet, imagine what he could do to people around the world! It hit me all the sudden 
Why was | drooling over a fucking guy? 


| tried to clear my thoughts as he adusted the drum kit a little. He removed his coat and oh my god. His 
arms! They were so muscular and toned. | just wanted him to jump off the stage, swoop me up and carry me 


to the closet motel. | mentally slapped myself. What the fuck Nikki! | screamed in my head. 


‘Our next performer is Tommy Lee! He's looking to start a serious rock band" The host says into the mic. | 


roll my eyes and keep my attention on the handsome young man 


When we started to play. My heart melted. He was beating the shit out of the drum kit! He hit the drums so 
hard and on beat. | wanted him to take me into a closet and treat me like he treats his drums. No no no. Stop 


the gay thoughts! 


My breath hitched when he made eye contact with me. | did my best to keep my composure. | stared back at 
him. | found myself loving it when he looked at me. Why am | thinking like this? I'm Nikki Sixx! I'm straight! 
When he was done he disappeared off the stage. | was quickly shoving people out of my way, trying to get out 
of the crowd and backstage as fast as | could. 


| made it backstage finally. But he was no where to be found. | felt like my heart was breaking for some 


reason. | needed him! | needed him in my band! | tried to act as calm as | could as | asked a lady if she saw 


him. 

"Hey there." | say to some chick sitting on a amp. 

"What?" 

"Have you seen a tall guy with curly hair come through here? | think his name is Tommy?" 
She looks me up and down. "Yeah. He just left." 

"Where?!" | shouted 

"Uh | don't know?" 


| sighed and stormed back into the bar area. | nervously looked around the bar while some band played on 
stage. The music was adding to my anxiety. Where the fuck is the gorgeous drummer?! 


| finally spotted him sitting at the back of the bar with a beer. He's all alone! | could go talk to him! i realized 
there was no way in hell | was going to talk to him sober. | sat down and ordered a shot of whiskey. | kept 
looking at him and we kept making eye contact. The more | looked at him the more | was in a trance. Ah fuck! | 
snapped myself out of it and downed another shot of whiskey. | handed the bar tender some money and | tried 
my best not to stumble over to where Tommy was seated. 

He eyed me as | sat down. "Hi!" 

He chuckled. "Well hi." Oh my god, what a beautiful little laugh. 

"| saw you playing. Thought I'd come say hi.” 


He smiled. "You said ‘hi' already. Is there anything else you wanna say?" 


God | liked him. | liked him so much. "And you were a kick ass drummer! You were the best god damn musician 


up there!" | smiled 

"Thank you. What's your name?" He asks. 

"lm Nikki, Nikki Sixx. And | alrady know who you are." 

Tommy nods. "Nice to meet you Nikki." He paused. "Could | buy you a drink?" 

He's hot, a good drummer and has money?! This dude is killing the audition "Yeah. I'll have what your having." 


| watch as he signals to the bar tender by holding up two fingers and gesturing to his drink. 


"So do you work?" 

Tommy smiles. "Yeah | have a job’ 

| decided not to question him anymore. "m putting a band together. | liked your drumming, A lot" 

‘Im in" Tommy simply says. The drinks are set down on the surface in front of us. 

| gasped. "What?! Already?!" | laugh out. "You haven't even seen me play! You don't even know what | play!" 
Tommy smirked. "Don't have to. | can already tell | like you" 


My heartbeat quickened. | quickly reached out for my drink and took a chug. "Well who wouldn't like me?” | 


shook my hair around and Tommy gave me a goofy smile. 

"Not sure. Where do you live?" 

"With a friend. You?" 

"| have a small apartment east from here." 

"Who do you live with? How do you practice your drumming a apartment?!" 


That earned a laugh from Tommy. "I live alone. And | haven't actually had the chance to practice lately. | know | 


know I'm bad" 

"And you play like that? Imagine how good you'll be when you play regularly!" 

"You should come over and bring your bass. You could show me some of your playing.” Tommy says. 
"Okay! When?" 

"Right now?" 

| glanced at the clock on the wall. It was only ten thirty. | shrugged. "Yeah okay.. How cars your place?" 
"About a twenty minute drive." 

| cursed under my breath. This was sort of embarrassing. "| don't have a car." 


"That's not a problem. I'll just take you with me. Where's your bass?" 


Its at my friends house up he street. | could go get it and come back here?" | asked. This is insane. ls this 
guy real? Am | dreaming? He has a car, money, a apartment, he's talented, and has great looks, and he wants 
me to play my bass for him 

"Come on, | can just drive you over there and you can pick it up really fast and we go to my place." Tommy 
smiled and stood up. Something about him was kind of off. | couldn't put my finger on it.. How could anyone just 
warm up that fast to a total stranger then invite them to their home? 

"Okay." 

Tommy drove me to Robbin's house. Of course no one was home. | quickly grabbed my bass while Tommy 
waited in the car. | considered writting a note telling Robbin where I'll be, but | quickly decided | had no time. | 
grabbed a small amp and then ran outside. 

Tommy saw me walking toward the car and he was instantly out and helping me carry my stuff. Within 
minutes we were driving to his place. 

"How am | gonna get back?" | say all the sudden, realizing we were completely out of the area | was used to 
walking around in. 

‘ll drive you home tomorrow." He says. 


"Tomorrow?" | looked at him. Was | really about to stay the night in some strangers house. 


"Yeah, | figured you could just sleep on my couch." He glanced at me. "No ones going to worry about you, 


right?" 


| nod. "Yeah, no one really cares where | am. They will probably see my bass is gone and assume | ran away." | 


laughed. Tommy laughed too. 
| think Tommy is the best person I've ever met. 
"So how come | haven't seen you around?" | ask. | found it kind of odd that Tommy came out of no where. 


"| just discovered the music scene down here. As you can see | live across town" Tommy laughed. | guess that 


made sense. | looked back out the window. 


"You aren't gonna kill me or kidnap me right?" | laughed out. Tommy didn’t laugh this time. | looked at him and 
saw him staring at the road ahead. "Tommy?" 


"Oh sorry what did you say?" 


"| was just asking if you were gonna kill or kidnap me." 


Tommy awkwardly laughed. "What? Course not dude." 


| smiled. He's perfect. 


Freezing 


Author's Notes: 
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Tommy's POV 


Was this really happening?! It had been all too easy to get Sixx in the car with me and headed back to my 
place. | had been offered a large amount of money to end his life and usually the more money that was 
offered for someone's death, the harder it was to get close to them to get the job done. This had not been 
the case though. He was very eager to see what | had to offer playing the drums and see if this was 
something that could work out. He wasn't completely stupid though because he had asked if | was going to 
kidnap or kill him. Now | had to make the decision to just kill him and get it over with or actually make this a 
slow, painful process as Ms. Nola had asked for. Either way it seemed not too many people would come looking 


for him when he didn't return back to his friend's house in the morning as | had told him he would. 


"Well, here we are. It's not much, but it's home. Sorry about the crowded living room. My drums pretty much 


take up the whole room." 

"That's cool, man. It's a nice place and a nice drum set." 

"So the bathroom is down the hall, second door on the left if you need it. Make yourself at home." 
"Thanks. So how long have you been playing drums?" He asked, an intrigued look on his face. 


There was something about his eyes that were drawing me in There were so..sexy. | mentally slapped myself 


for being stupid and answered his question 
"Since | was a kid, actually.’ 


"That's cool. So what do you do for a living to have such a nice place and a nice car? l'm guessing you do 


something else besides play drums." 


He was observant and smart. "Yeah, | do private jobs | guess you could say. | have a special skill set that I've 


put to good use. I'm looking to get out of that business though." That was half a lie and half the truth. 
"Well, | think if we could find a good guitarist and a good singer that we would make a hell of a band." 


| smiled. "Yeah, definitely. We could have a little jam session if you wanted to." 


"Really? It's pretty late. Your neighbors won't get pissed?" 


"Nah. The one thing that drew me to this place over everywhere else was sound proof walls. Once you walk 


out the front door, you can't hear shit. Come on" 


| walked over to my drum set and played around for a minute while Nikki got his bass hooked up to the amp 
that | just happened to have. | let him start picking on his bass and | followed with some beats which | had to 
admit, we sounded pretty damn good and like we had been playing together for a while. It was a shame | had to 
kill him because | was beginning to think that we might could actually go somewhere playing music. We played 


for almost a couple of hours before we both could barely hold our eyes open 


| think I'm calling it a night, dude. l'm not too much about staying up all night" | said, chunking my now 
splintered sticks. 


"Yeah, that sounds like a good idea. Thanks for letting me crash over." 
"Not a problem. See you in the morning.’ 


| went off to my room casually and sat on my bed for a bit, trying to give Nikki time to go to sleep. | was 
trying to think of my best plan of action and what exactly to do with him, which | usually had no problem 
coming up with, but this time was different. There was something different about Nikki than anyone else | had 
ever been hired to kill and if | was honest with myself, it actually scared me. | was already considering getting 
out of the business because it was getting to where it just wasn't worth it anymore, but | had also promised 
myself that the first time | ever hesitated in killing my target that would be the day | would call it quits and 
move on with my life. Was this that day? 


| knew what | was feeling for Nikki, and | had absolutely never felt anything for any of my targets. Nikki didn't 
seem like the type to go for guys, but | was. | had never come across a man with such sexy eyes and hair 
and he had the perfect body, not too skinny and not too big. | would have fucked him a heartbeat but | couldn't 
allow myself to get involved and | knew that | needed to just kill him and get it over with. 


| snuck off to the second bedroom in the apartment which | used as my office and kept locked, and | sat down 
at my desk, looking back through the pictures and paper work that | had been given. | had looked over them a 
million times but had no specific instructions as to how to get the job done, so | guess the discretion was mine. 


| threw the papers across the room and walked quietly out of the door, shutting it and locking it behind me. 


| walked into the kitchen and glanced over at the couch at the gorgeous man sleeping on my couch that | was 
about to kill. | grabbed a knife from the kitchen set and walked over to the couch, kneeling carefully in front of 
him so that | wouldn't shield the light from kitchen and wake him up. He was almost on the verge of snoring 
and what | really wanted to do was scoop him up and take him to my bed and cuddle with him. Instead, | read 
the knife and rested the blade against his throat. My hand was shaking worse than it had ever before. | closed 
my eyes, about to put pressure on the knife handle and just do it, but Nikki jerked in his sleep, causing the 


knife to knick his neck a little bit. | watched as a small amount of blood bubbled up from his skin. | jumped up 
and moved away quickly, going to my room and closing the door. | laid the knife down and pounded my fist on 
my bed in frustration What the hell was wrong with me?! 


Please, please, please.. 


Author's Notes: 
chapter credit to Monsterzebrabbb 


Perfect. Perfect was the only way to describe Tommy. His apartment was so cozy and he's so sweet. We 
jammed till we couldn't keep our eyes open Everytime he looked at me l'd look down and pretend | was focusing 


on playing bass. He had to be the most attractive man I've ever seen 

We said our good nights and he left me on the couch to sleep. | much rather would sleep in his bed, under his 
arms. Its bad that I'm thinking like this. | can't like him! To my surprise, | fell asleep quite quick on the couch. | 
really loved the smell of his house. That's not weird right? 

| think | was getting the best sleep of my life.. Till | felt a weird burning sensation in my neck. Slowly, ever so 

slowly | opened my eyes. | didn't see anything but my hand quickly brushed over my neck. | gasped when | felt 
warm liquid on my neck. It was just a little bit. | sat up super fast. My hand was over my neck as | stumbled 

down the hall, looking for Tommy. 


"Tommy?" | whisper loudly. 


A door instantly opened. Tommy looked super cute. | felt bad for interrupting his rest. But | felt like | needed a 
bandaid or something. "What are you doing up? Why's your hand on your neck?" 


"| don't know. | woke up and it hurts. | think it's bleeding pretty bad." | say looking up at him. 

He studied me for a second. | watched him sigh and he gestured me to come into his room. | heard him switch 
the light switch and the lights came on. His room was simple. Just a queen sized bed and some shelves. "Go sit 
down" 

| nod and sit on the end of his bed My hand still pressed on my neck He left the room, to get bandaids or 
bandages | think | sat in silence for at least five minutes, unsure of what to do. | already felt annoying enough 
for waking him up. 

When he came in he had a super weird look on his face. He looked unsure. 

"Are you okay?" | ask. | felt alert all sudden. 


"Let me see your neck." He says in a demanding voice. He didn't seem the same. He seemed different. 


| didn't want him to think | was weird or scared so | moved my hand. He pulled me up so | was standing. "Uh, 


did you find a bandaid?" 

Tommy just stared at me really hard. Something told me he didn't find one. 

‘I'm sorry, I'll go back to the living room." | say. 

| tried to walk past him but he quickly grabbed my arm. 

| looked at him. He looked far from happy. "Um.?" 

"Who would come looking for you if you stayed here for a while?" He asks. 

"No one.. | don't really have any steady relationships with anyone." 

Tommy laughed. "Good. I'm not letting you go anytime soon" 

"Let me go? What does that mean?" 

It means you're going to live here." 

"What? Really?" 

He nods. "Yeah.. But | don't want you to sleep on the couch." He stepped closer to me. 
"Well then.. Where?" 

"In here." He dropped his lips to my neck and licked the blood. 

"Oh okay." | can't believe he's offering me this. "| have a question” 

"What is it?" He stares at me. He looks hungry in the eyes. 

‘I've been wanting to ask you but I've been scared." He looked curios. "Are you straight?" 
He laughed. "I thought was.. But | saw you." 

| laughed. "Well let's go to sleep?" 

"yeah." 


We crawled into the bed together. Facing eachother. Tommy looked super anxious. "Are you sure your okay 


Tommy?" | asked, 


"| don't know why. But I'm afraid someone is going to hurt you." Tommy looks near tears. 
"Why would you think that?" 

Tommy shakes his head. "I just have a feeling." 

"Oh, well | hope no one does. How will we have a band if | die?" | smiled. 

Tommy didn't smile. 

"Oh uh, dude. I'm sorry if | get blood on your pillow." 

"It's. okay." 


Tommy started to stare at me again. He looked deep in thought. "Would you kiss me?" | couldn't help but ask. 
Maybe that's why he was staring. 


He doesn't say anything. His gaze just intensified. | swallowed hard. The tension between us was turning sexual. | 


could feel it in his eyes. Please make a move, please please please.. 


WIF? 


Author's Notes: 
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Tommy's POV 


What in the holy ever living fuck was | doing?! | was supposed to be torturing this guy, trying to kill him, but 
here he was laying in my bed at my request, wanting me to kiss him. What made it even weirder, | wanted to 
kiss him. | wanted to do a lot more than just kiss him, but that was just so wrong. It was like playing with your 
food before you ate it. | couldn't understand why out of all of the people | had ever killed, and that was a good 
many, why was this guy getting to me? | generally didn't go for dudes, but | had fucked a few in my time, but 
even now | still felt something more than that. There was a feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach at the 
thought of me having to kill him. No matter what was about to happen right now, | had to go through with 
this. | had to kill him or else we were both fucked. 


| leaned in and kissed him, the feeling of his lips against mine was like no one else | had ever kissed. He 
surprised me by his forcefulness as he kissed back, his tongue completely dominating mine as he pushed me 
back onto the bed. | had never been dominated by anybody before and | was kind of surprised that | was 


letting him do it. | liked to have control of any situation | was in, but | was far from that right now. 

He broke away from the kiss and pulled his shirt off revealing one of the sexiest bodies | had probably ever 
seen He had a perfect build that wasn't too skinny but not too muscular either. | watched as he unbuttoned 
and unzipped his pants, giving his rock hard dick some room to breathe. | felt my own dick straining against the 


pajama pants | had on and | decided then that | was going to take back control over what was about to happen. 
| freed myself from up under him and got off the bed, standing at the side of it. 


"Have you ever done this before?" | asked him. 
"Not that | recall." He chuckled. 


| raised my eyebrows. If he had, he would have known it. "What do you mean? You should know if someone is 


sticking things up your ass or not." 
‘Some stuff slips away from you when you're drunk or high. I'm pretty sure | have never done this though." 


"So are you sure this is what you want to do right now?" | asked. The last thing | wanted was to get arrested 


for raping him or something. 


"Why not? Have you ever done this?" 
| shrugged. "A time or two. I'm not much on having things up my ass though." 
He laughed. "Why not?" 


"Well, when you're a sickly kid and your doctor's favorite medications to prescribe to make you feel better all 


have to go up your ass it tends to traumatize you" 
"l take then. Doesn't bother me" 

"Are you sure about that?" | asked, hooking my thumbs into the waist of my pants 
"Yes?" He said, unsure now 


| pushed my pants down and watched as his eyes widened, the same reaction | usually got for those who didn't 


know me. | could see him swallow hard and | couldn't help but smirk. 
"Shit" He mumbled. 
"Get on your hands and knees and spread your legs." | demanded. 


| grabbed the lube from my hiding place in the bathroom and squeezed some onto my fingers, walking up 
behind the sexy ass that was waiting for me on the bed. He flinched and giggled a little, a rather nervous 
sounding giggle, as | spread some lube around his hole. | circle my thumb around his opening and gave him a 


warning before | pressed my finger inside, causing him to hiss and tense up. 
"Relax and this will go much more smoothly." 


He nodded and | felt him relax a little bit as | started moving my finger in and out. Once his hisses turned into 
almost moans, | added another finger and tried to stretch him some before removing my fingers completely. | 
climbed up onto the bed behind him and he turned around to look at me, knowing what was coming next. He 


shut his eyes and rested his head in his hands, waiting. 

| gently started pushing my dick inside of him, trying to go easy but not too slow, knowing that once | was in 
completely he would get used to it faster. | thought for a second he was going to tap out on me, but he 
proved me wrong. | knew he was hurting which | should have been happy about, but for whatever reason, | 
wasn't. There was seriously something wrong with me. 


"Are you okay?" | asked, rubbing up and down his back trying to ease some of the pain. 


Im going to hate you tomorrow, but it feels so fucking amazing right now. You can move now." 


| did as he asked and started slowly thrusting in and out, gradually building my pace until | was fucking him 
hard and he was moaning loudly. | changed my angle ever so slightly and found his prostate which he hadn't 
been expecting judging by the almost scream of pleasure he let out. He immediately grabbed his dick and 
stroked it two times before coming into his hand. His already tight muscles clinching even tighter around me 
made me come inside of him so hard that | was afraid | wouldn't be able to stay on my knees. | pulled out of 


him and sat on the edge of the bed, breathing heavily. 
"Well?" | asked. 
"That, was the best pain | have ever felt in my life. Thanks." 


| turned to look back at him now that he was sitting on the bed and facing me. His usually wild black hair was 
soaked with sweat and stuck to his face and the look in his eyes were like nothing | had ever seen before. My 
stomach flipped so hard and thoughts of how | had even come to know this man started to creep back into my 
mind, ruining the little while we had just shared. 


We both got cleaned up and laid back in the bed and Nikki fell back asleep almost instantly. | stared at the cut 
on his neck and felt another rush of guilt stab through my heart and stomach. | had done that. | had hurt him. 
But then again, that was nothing compared to taking people's lives like | did, so why was | feeling this way? | 
wasn't going to be able to go through with this job. This man in my bed right now was going to be my downfall. 
No. No he wasn't. He couldn't. This was something | had to do for my own wellbeing, because | had no doubt 
that if | told Ms. Nola that | wasn't able to kill Nikki that she would have gone looking for another person to kill 
him and | would have been added to the list as well. | had to do this whether | wanted to or not. 


Nikki rolled over in his sleep, frowning a little bit, no doubt from the pain in his ass probably. He laid his head 
on my chest and draped his arm across my bare stomach and | froze, not really sure what to do. Usually the 
people | fucked left right after and never stayed. This was new to me. | stretched my arm behind him, not 
wrapping it around him, and just laid there thinking about how much shit | was in. 


Round Two 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter credit Monsterzebrabbbl! 


| couldn't believe what had just happened between me and Tommy. It hurt. It hurt a lot.. Its strange, I've never 
felt pleasure from that much pain. If it had been anyone else trying to fuck me from behind | would of slitted 
their throats. No questions asked. 

Tommy just made me feel weird. He made me realize how fucking gay | am. | hated him and loved him for it. 
I'm honestly shocked that | enjoyed being fucked for the person | am. Something about his gentle hands rubbing 


up and down my back trying to comfort me while he fucked me made me feel so.. Good.. 


| wanted to date this guy. He had everything I'd ever ask for in a person! A job, a car, apartment, he's talented 


and he's very large down south.. Tommy is my fucking dream partner. 

| rested my head on his naked chest, feeling nothing but love and passion for the man | had just met that 
night, yet | had become so close with.. I'm not very interested in cuddling after sex, let alone sleeping with 
them. But this. This was different, | think | love him. 


| fell asleep fast, due to being completely exhausted from the sex. | hope we will be more than friends.. 


The next morning | wokeup to him gently shaking me. | opened my eyes and tilted my head up looking at him. He 


looked super worried. | ignored the discomfort in my ass. | didn't want to make him fell bad 
"Are you alright?" | asked and cuddled closer to him. God | felt like a clingy whore. 

Tommy smiled and pet my hair. "tm fine. lm just worried | hurt you lastnight" 

| smiled at him. "Don't worry. You didn't." | scooted up and kissed his cheek 

"So. You don't have to be anywhere.. Right?" Tommy asks. 


| shake my head. "Nope. I'm all yours." | smiled and swung a leg over him and scooted onto his lap. | kiss him 


slowly. His hands held my hips while my hands held his shoulders. 
He broke the kiss and stared at me in the eyes. "Nikki.?" 


"Yeah?" 


| need you to promise me something.’ He moved his hands to my face and held each side tightly, making sure | 


can't look away. 

"Okay" 

"If Pm hurting you.. Tell me. Am | understood?" 

"Okay. | will" 

Tommy pulled me down for another kiss. "Are you in the mood?" He huffs. 


"Yeah." | see the lube at the corner of my eye and | grab it. Tommy takes it from me and | lifted off his lap a 
little so he could lube up. 


"Do | need to finger you more?" 


| hesitated. "I'll be fine." | say. My ass still hurt but | didn't care. Tommy shook his head and rubbed some lube 


on his fingers. 


"No, I'll hurt you. I'm big." He slid in a finger and started to pump it in and out. | hissed in pain "See! | made a 


good call." 

"Yeah." | moaned as another finger was shoved inside me. He stretched me out while | straddled and leaned 
over him, kissing his wet lips. When he finished he pulled them out. | groaned at the empty feeling, but soon 
was being lifted up a little and then pushed down onto something much bigger. | broke the kiss and whimpered. 
“Shhh... Nikki it's okay. I'm here." He cooed. | nod and keep going. Pretty soon im sitting on his dick. 

"Ah!" | cried out when Tommy moved slightly down then up. 


"can you bounce?" 


| lifted up a little then moved down. There was no way | could go fast. Tommy caught on and guided my lips 


slowly, making me roll them in a certain way. He liked it when | rocked back and forth a lot. 


After we both finished | layed down. Tommy got dressed and let me lay around. He came back to the bedroom 
after a while. "Hey beautiful?" 


| snorted. "Yes?" 
‘I'm gonna run to the store. What would you like for dinner tonight?" 


| shrugged. "| don't mind. As long as its not disgusting." 


Tommy laughed. "Well what do you think is disgusting?" 

a 

"Okay. We won't have corn for dinner." He said with a hint of humor. 
"Okay good! 


We both laughed for a moment. "There's food in the kitchen, you can help yourself to anything. Just don't 
touch the booze." 


| nod. "Okay. Thank you." | found it weird. We had just met lastnight, yet we were acting as if we had known 


eachother for years 
"Oh and don't leave. | don't know how to track you down" He says. But he says it weirdly. Like as if he's lying, 
"Okay" 

Tommy shut the bedroom door ard | relaxed back into his bed. | liked the way he smelt. | could get used to 
this. | got up a little later and got dressed. | went through his kitchen to try to find something to eat but 


nothing looked good. | settled on a glass of water and sat on his couch. 


| traced the cut on my neck with my fingers and looked around to see what could of caused such a random 


injury. | found nothing. As | sat back down Tommy walked in. He looked at me and sighed in relief. 


"Oh thank god the sexy bassist is still here." He smiles and walked his grocerys into the kitchen. | followed him 


in and he approached me. 

"Missed you." | say as he hugged me. 

"Yeah me too.. So what have you getting up to?" 
"Just drank some water and relaxed." 

Tommy kissed me. "Sounds awesome baby." 

| kissed him. "It was." 


We kissed again. 


